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, • WbeTrAgMietj-y i % 

|utb«Ufnhath a hand inthcfecucntJ, 

1 o whole hie will yvee bound our cal me confch**' 

To Bulhngbrookc arevye fworne fubieftsnow 
Whole Hate and honour I for ay allow, ' 

D«. Here comes my fonne Aumctif, : i ..S 

Torkc Aumcrlethatvvas 

But th,at is loll, for being Richai ds friend: a k 

And Mada m, you mull call him Rutland nows 

lam in parliament pledge for his truth 
And Jailing fealtic to theme we made King. 

D«. Welcome my fonne.who arc, the violets now • 

Tuat r ^ v . v , c gr cc °c lappe °1 the new cortlc fpring. 

Aum. : M*dam I know nor. nor I greatly care not, 

God kaowes I had as liefe be none as one. 

_ Torke Wehbearcyou wefin this new Iprirag oftime, 
Leauyoubccropc before you come Co prime. 

What newes from Oxford, dothefe.iulls & triumphs hold? 
Aum. For aught I krpw(myLord) they dp.. . 

Torkc You wiIl ; beth S rc4 know.,, • ■./ > • , ' , I 

Amu IfGod preucatho?,! purpofe Co . , 

To?\ What fealc is that that hangs without thy bofomc! 
Yca,lookfl fhou'palcjJet me Icethe writing. 

Aunt. My Lord,tis nothing. 

Torke No matter then vvhofec it, 1 

I will be latiifficd,lct me fee the writing. 

Aum. Idobefecchyourgracetopardonme* . 

It is a matter offmall conlequence. 

Which for lome realbns I would not haue Icene . 

Torke Winch for fomercalons firl tneanctolee. 

3 feare.I fearc. 

Du. What Ifiould you feare? 

Tis nothing tut fome band that he is entred into 
Forgay apparrell againfl: the triumph. 

Torke Bound to himfelfe, what doth hee with a bond 
That he is bound to. Wife, thou art afoolc. 

Boy, let me fee the writings 
Aum. Ido befccch you pardon me, I may not UiCW if. 
Torke I will be ftcisfiedjet me fee it I lay; 

Turk 


-ding Richurdthe/ecmd. 

■CmyLord! 

Tcrhe. HojwIio is within there?laddle inyhorfij, ' ojome , 
Qod for his mercy ! what treohery is here J rcn es U ' 

T>/t. Why, what is it my Lord. 3 t lI/'Ii' 6 ,1 

Torke Giue me my bootes-Ilay,'ladcHe my horfe. 

Mow by mine honour, my lifciiny troth,. 

Iwillappeach the vijlairie. 
r Du. What is the matter; 

Torke Peace foolilh woman. 

Du. I will not peace, what' is the matter Aumerle? 

A m. Good mother be'content,it is no more ' ‘ , ' * J : 
Themnypoore life mufl: anfwcre. 

Du. Thy life anfwere? 

Torke Bring me my bootes,! will vnto the King. - tr 
Du, Strike him Aumerle, poore boy thou art amazd, eiutnanen- 
Hence villaineyneuer more come in my fight. tersmth 

Torke Giuetne my bootcslfay. f : bootes* 

Du. Why Yorkowfiat wilt thou do? 

Wiltnot thou hide the frelpafle of thine ovvne? 


bofome and 

Y I 

^ 4 

^ 




SUM, 

.1 // 
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Haue we more fons?or are we like to haue? 

Is notrny teeming datedrunke vp with time? 
hndwilt thou plticlce my faire fonne from mine age? 
Vndrobbe mce of a happie mothers name, 

Is hewJike thee ?is he not chine o whej ■ * 1 \ * 1,1 * 

Torke Xfcv6u foiid maddie woman, 1 \ ; 

Wilt thou c/onceale this darkecohfpimcie? ;ii/; ! 

IV doozenofthem here haue tane the facrament* 

Jnd interchangeably fet do wile their hands, 5 : 1; 

To kill tb* King at Oxford. 

V*. He (halfbe none, weefc keebc-'h'im. here* ' ‘ 

Ihen wha^iVthactd him? ^qiop fGolnioHto W " 

A.wayfdnd w 0 ^ri,^fehe ibif* 

1 would appeach him. ■ ' ’ 

T?“* ^ a ^. t * ,ou groand for him arl'hafleabfiel 

t non woulclfi be more pittifiill, 

tut?]!*' U T ‘^^7 “in^^thoudblffufpeia^ ' s 

fnaahauebeenedifloydtotHybied, ^ ;;1 - k 
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